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1 - One Night In Scornubel 


All characters in this story are over 18. Most of them are the creations and property of Sarah Salanica 
and used with her permission. (Except Kindra, who is a fellow D&D player's but appears in her art.) Go 
give her comic a read at http://www.hentai-foundry.com/pictures/user/SarahSalanica/415925/Cant-Buy-L 
ove--The-Mistress-Chap-1.-Page-1 | highly recommend it. 


One Night In Scornubel 
by Emily Wintercold 


When she was growing up, Sal had often wondered about what her future might hold and what sort of 
person she would be. In her more adventurous moments she pictured herself as some sort of heroic 
figure, traveling the Realms with sharp blades, a pouch full of gold taken from forgotten hoards, and a 
magical ring or two on her fingers. In her calmer moments, she saw herself as a respected 
tradeswoman, with a nice house, plenty to eat, and the respect of her peers. And in moments of 
pessimism and low self-esteem, she imagined herself as a laborer, earning her bread via hard work and 
the sweat of her brow. Some of these futures were more attractive than others, but they all felt like 
realistic possibilities to her and fates that she could accept. 


The possibility that her lot in life would turn out to be 'sex slave' had somehow never seriously occurred 
to her, and she was still struggling to accept it. 


Sighing, Sal unenthusiastically ran her feather duster over yet another knick-knack. The Mistress' home 
was beautiful; Sal had trouble getting over how elegant and opulent the manor was. But she was the one 
who had to keep all this crap clean! Beauty loses its charm quickly when you discover how much work it 
is to keep it free of cobwebs. 


She's a drow, Sal thought sullenly. She ought to LIKE cobwebs. 


It was strange. The idea of being a menial laborer didn't particularly distress her like being a sex slave 
did. And yet, it wasn't the sex slave part of her duties that she found unpleasant, it was the scutwork like 
this. 


No, not unpleasant at all. Just... frightening sometimes. 


Sal shivered a bit, carefully dusting a vase picturing Lolth and Sehanine Moonbow dancing in the nude. 
She did find her drow owner to be incredibly arousing, and she knew that if the Mistress had met her in 
an inn one day and suggested they go upstairs, Sal would have been easy to seduce. But that was 
much different than her current situation. Right? 


"Not on your back for a change, new girl?" 


She spun to find Mask leaning against a doorframe, watching. The tiefling's gaze was vaguely malicious, 
and her long thick tail was lashing in a satisfied fashion. Sal scowled. "You're one to talk. You do nothing 
all day except sit on your ass." 


"That's not what you do with your ass, right?" Mask smirked. "Did you do a bad enough job that she 
finally got tired of making you squeal?" 


"She's gone for the day. You'd know that if you bothered to read the daily schedule. Or pay attention. Or 
do anything except be a lazy bitch." Sal was fuming now. "Don't you have work you ought to be doing?" 


"Yes, actually. I'm supposed to be dusting this corridor." Mask's smirk widened. "Maybe it was YOU who 
didn't read the schedule." 


Sal paled. "N-No way! It clearly said | have the Blue Room, the Foyer, and the Gallery of the Moon!" 


"That's right," Mask told her gleefully. "And this is the NORTHEASTERN Gallery of the Moon. The plain 
Gallery of the Moon is on the other side of the house between the solarium and the Pale Rose Room. 
I've been wondering why you were in here for the last two hours." 


Shit! She'd been literally slaving over this hallway for half the morning! She was almost done! "Why 
didn't you tell me?" she snapped, knowing that it was a stupid question the second she said it. 


"Oh, you were doing such a good job, | didn't want to get in the way," Mask told her, clearly delighted. 
"And | didn't really mind letting you do it for me. All those hard to reach places that involve stretching or 
getting on your knees. Much better suited to you." 


"You bitch!" Sal took an angry step towards her, voice rising. "Fuck you, you lazy slacker!" 


"What, are we upset at having to do real work rather than just spread our legs and make puppy eyes at 
the Mistress?" Mask taunted. "Would we rather be putting out than cleaning up, pervert?" 


"N-No! Shut up!" Sal's face was crimson with a mix of embarrassment and anger. "YOU'RE the pervert! 
At least | make an effort to do my normal chores!" 

"Oh Mistress, not in my poor virgin mouth, I'm soooo precious," Mask sing-songed. "Ooooh, I'm 
SOQOOOOO scared, I'm gonna orgasm in seconds because it's so awful. Please don't do it again, maybe 


"| do NOT sound like that!" Enraged, Sal grabbed the tiefling by the front of her frilly maid's uniform. 
Startled, Mask jerked back; the front of her bodice tore with a loud ripping noise, causing her dull red 
breasts to bounce free. 


The horned woman stared down at her bare bosom, then jerked her head angrily up. "You PERVERT!" 
Dropping her head like a goat, she charged forward with a bellow, butting Sal in the stomach, hard. 


"Oooof!" Sal tumbled back, the wind painfully knocked out of her. As she went down, she grabbed for 
the nearest thing to hold on to. That turned out to be the tiefling's horns, and the pair went tumbling to 
the floor in a heap. 


"Get off me, you bitch!" Sal snarled, flailing and jabbing at the other woman with her feather duster. 


"Let go, curse you!" Mask yanked Sal's other hand from her horns, only to have the half-elf make a grab 
for her shoulder. The tiefling reared back, and Sal's hand instead landed square on her left breast. 


"WHAT ARE YOUMMMMMMMMPHHHHHHHHH!" Mask's outraged yow! trailed off in a muffled sputter 
as Sal shoved the duster into her mouth. Furious, the tiefling ineffectively tried to punch her in the chest. 


"Stop that!" Sal's grip tightened on the soft globe of Mask's breast, and she attempted to use it to tug the 
other woman off. Instead it just caused Mask to make a muffled gasp and hesitate in her flailing. The 
tiefling's hands were resting on Sal's own chest now, and reflexively grabbed hold. 


"W-What..?!" Sal let go of the feather duster and clawed at Mask's wrist. The duster popped free of the 
other woman's mouth and tumbled end over end to land squarely in the cleft of Sal's cleavage, covered 
in Mask's saliva. It... tickled. 


It was at that moment that Sal felt something pressing insistently against the crotch of her panties. 


Oh my gods she has a penis somehow, was Sal's first panicked thought. She realized that it was the 
tiefling's tail just an instant before Mask punched her in the jaw. "Ow!" she yelped, once again trying to 
grab the other woman's arm. She succeeded only in deflecting the next punch downward, sending 
Mask's fist slapping down along Sal's shoulder and yanking the dress off one shoulder, baring a breast 
now sticky from the drool-soaked duster nestled between her tits. 


The tip of that questing tail slipped under the curve of her panties, and Sal suddenly made a low, 
surprised moan. That was right on her... in her... "WMaaask," she gasped. 


"Shut up, you pervert! Stop groping me!" Mask squirmed, her face flushed, Sal's hand still clutching her 
breast. The tiefling's eyes were fixed on Sal's exposed nipple. "This isn't... I'm not..." 


The tail tip, wiggling frenetically, slid between Sal's nether lips, and she gave a low cry. "No! Not here! 
Not like this!" An unwilling moan ripped free as the probing tip pressed against a spot just inside her 
crimson gates. 


"What are you talking abo-" Mask stiffened as she suddenly realized exactly where her tail was. With a 
mortified yelp, she panicked and lurched forwards, ramming her dangling tits into the half-elf's flushed, 
aroused face and banging her horned head against the stand Sal had been dusting. 


There was an ominous clattering sound, and then, almost in slow motion, the fine ceramic vase atop the 
stand toppled off and plummeted onto Mask's horns, where it shattered into two dozen pieces. 


The two women froze in stunned silence. Slowly, as if by mutual consent, they silently let go of each 
other and stared in deep dismay at the shards surrounding them. 


"She's going to kill us," Mask finally said. "We're dead. And it's going to be a slow, lingering death." 
"Oh gods oh gods oh gods," Sal babbled. "Maybe she won't notice. Maybe we can just not tell her." 
"You really think she won't notice?" Mask said bitterly. "Are you really that stupid?" 

"We... we can glue it together!" Sal offered, dread filling her. "We can fix it!" 


Mask looked hopeful for a second. "Do you think?" Sliding off Sal, she searched about on the floor for 
shards. 


It quickly became apparent that there were far too many, of too different sizes, that fit together too 
uncertainly. "It's not like we have any glue anyway," Mask muttered. 


"We could grind your stupid horns up to make it," Sal said waspishly. "This is your fault." 
"You're the one who-" Mask cut herself off with a visible effort. "We can assign blame later. Right now 
we need to figure out how to avoid spending the rest of the year with an animated spiked dildo up our 


twats." 


"She wouldn't really do that, would...?" Sal looked at Mask's expression, and her stomach turned over. 
"Oh gods, she would, wouldn't she." 


"No, she'd probably do something worse," Mask replied soberly. "The Mistress has a VERY creative 
mind when it comes to this sort of thing, and she's extremely vindictive." 


"What are we going to dooo000?" Sal whimpered, grabbing the other woman's shoulders. 
"Let go and let me think." Mask stared moodily at the broken shards for several minutes while Sal quietly 
had hysterics. "How about this,” she finally said. "A burglar tried to break in. We found him, and he ran. 


In his flight, he knocked over the vase." 


"Oh! That's a good idea. An elven burglar. We came upon him, and..." Sal thought about the idea some 
more, and her face drooped. "No. It's not going to work." 


Mask frowned. "Why not?" she asked petulantly. "I think it will work." 


"Because how did he get in? How did he get out? None of the doors have been forced. Does the 
Mistress have wards on the manor?" 


"|... |don't know," Mask admitted. 


"With all the valuable things she has here, she must have ways of protecting them, and we don't know 
what those ways are," Sal continued glumly. "The first thing she'll do when we tell her that story is to 
check and figure out how he got in. That's if she gets that far, because the first thing we'll have to do for 
this plan to work is stand in front of the Mistress and lie to her face. Do you really think we can do that 


successfully?" 


"Shit. No. You're right," Mask admitted grudgingly. "This isn't going to work." Her shoulders sagged. "I 
guess we're screwed." 


"Maybe she won't be that mad?" Sal ventured meekly. "It was just a vase." 
The tiefling snorted. "Yeah, just a priceless, irreplaceable work of art. I'm sure she'll just laugh it off." 


"| don't think it was either of those," Sal said stubbornly. "| saw a vase just like it in town, when | was 
being brought to be sold." 


Mask gave her a glare of exasperation. "Just because you saw a vase, idiot, doesn't mean THIS vase 
can be-" 


"No, | mean the SAME vase," Sal snapped. "Exactly the same. Same shape, same color, same pattern 
on the top, same figures on it." 


Blinking, the tiefling paused and looked at her intently. "You're sure?" 


"Yes, I'm sure. The first time | saw the one we just broke, | instantly thought, 'Oh, she has the same 
vase, | wonder if she got it in town." 


"So, just for the sake of argument,” Mask said slowly, "if that vase were to be put on that stand, the 
Mistress would never know the difference?" 


"Right. Not that it helps us. The vase is in town. We're not." Sal wrung her hands. "Do you really think 
there'll be spiked dildos?" 


"Focus, damnit!" Mask leaned a bit closer, lowering her voice. "Listen. The butler is taking the delivery 
coach into Scornubel today for supplies and craftsmen contracts. He'll be returning about an hour before 
the Mistress is due back. | happen to know that there's a hollow space in the undercarriage of that coach 
big enough to fit two people." 


Sal stared at her, heart starting to thump. "Are you talking about stowing away? Into town? Without 
permission?" 


"Just long enough to get the vase,” Mask replied. "We get it, get back to the coach, stow away again, 
and we're back in the manor with an hour to spare. We put it on the stand where the other one was, and 
it's like this whole thing never happened." 


Sal thought this over. The amount of trouble she would be in if the Mistress caught her leaving the 
grounds without permission staggered the mind. Then again, the amount of trouble she was already in 
staggered the mind, so it wasn't as if she had that much to lose. The plan Mask was proposing had all 
sorts of blank spots, uncertainty, and a wide variety of ways it could go terribly wrong, but she didn't see 
any fatal flaw with it that would definitely or even probably prevent it from working. "I don't know," she 
said uncertainly. 


"Sharp, sharp spikes," Mask said ominously. 


"I'm in," Sal squeaked. 


KKK 


Actually stowing away on the coach proved far easier than Sal had expected. The butler was planted at 
a desk by the stable doors, his attention entirely on the shopping lists, and there was a regular stream of 
maids going in and out with empty sacks and boxes that would need filling. He didn't even raise his head 
when they strolled past him into the carriage house carrying empty flour bags. 


Once inside, all it took was some squirming and muffled curses to put them both lying side by side in the 
cramped, dark cavity under the coach. There were some sharp, quiet words exchanged over who 
exactly was crowding who, but eventually that was settled and they silently waited. 


It didn't take long before the coach started to move, and Sal's ears were filled with the sound of the 
turning wheels and horses' hooves. Soon they were going at a good clip, occasionally hitting a bump in 
the road that caused Sal's teeth to rattle and a muffled grunt of discomfort from Mask. 


Something moved across Sal's lower thigh, and she bit back a startled yelp, then gritted her teeth. 
"Mask, get your tail off my leg please." 


"It's not on your leg," Mask hissed back, testily. 


"Yes, it is, | can feel it. Don't you have any control over that thing? Or do you just like to use it as an 
excuse?" The movement traveled up her thigh, and she squirmed. 


"Look, okay, sometimes it has a mind of its own, but it is not on your leg," Mask replied in exasperation. 
"| know it isn't because I'm lying on it at the moment and it is very uncomfortable." 


"Y-You are?" She could feel a light weight on her crotch now. "T-Then what are you touching me with, 
your hand?" 


"am NOT touching you! Get over yourself already!" 


"Well, something's touching me!" Sal hissed shrilly. The weight moved across her pubic mound, and she 
fancied she felt something like little hands scrabbling at her. "Oh gods, what IS that?!?" 


Mask sighed. "If you have a panic attack on me for the next hour, | swear | will strangle you to death 
before the ride is over." 


For Sal, the trip seemed to take forever. She lay there in the dark, quivering, while the mysterious touch 
moved around, going from crotch to thigh to stomach to breast. It seemed uninterested in slipping under 
her clothing, thankfully. She considered trying to grab it, but the images of what her questing hand might 
find scared her so much that she just lay still, fretted, and waited. 


Finally the coach pulled to a halt. They lay in the dark cavity and listen as boxes were unloaded, loud 
voices joked and swore, and horses were led away to be watered. Finally the noises died away, and all 
was still. 


"Go?" Mask asked. 
"Go," Sal replied gratefully. 


Warily they squirmed out of the cavity and into a small carriage yard. Sal shot a nervous glance back 
inside, and brought a disgusted hand to her mouth as she saw a large black rat stare cockily back at her. 
That answered that question. 


"Come on," she told Mask. "Before someone spots us here." 


Hurriedly, the two women left the yard by a side gate, darted down an alley, and emerged onto a busy 
street in the city of Scornubel. 


The Caravan City was a strange place; busy and populous yet with relatively few permanent residents, 
not particularly malign or power-hungry but accepting of beings and practices that most cities in the 
Realms would have banned. Scornubel was an engine for trade, and so long as something helped oil 
that engine, the city was not overly bothered by it. That was why Sal had wound up on a slave block, 
being purchased in broad daylight by an undisguised drow elf... a situation that would have been unlikely 
at best in most cities where the powers of evil did not rule. 


Frowning, Mask looked about the bustling avenue, seeming utterly lost. "| hope you have an idea of 
where to find the place you saw what we're after." 


"Ummm... mostly. | Know how to get there from the slave market, and | think | Know how to get to the 
slave market from here. Come on." 


They hurried through the streets, past merchants calling their wares, factors dashing to and fro on their 
masters' business, and burly porters stripped to the waist hauling heavy goods. Mask paused a few 
times for a look at the latter, and one of these moments of inattention almost sent her crashing into a 
muscular half-orc in war gear who was going the opposite way and similarly distracted. "Watch it!" the 
warrioress rumbled, twisting aside with uncanny reflexes for one so big. "Don't put those horns in my 
belly." 


"She's sorry," Sal hurriedly interjected. "Aren't you, Mask?" 
"Sincere apologies," Mask said, looking warily up at the woman. 


The half-orc shook her head. "No harm done. | can't blame you entirely; | wager we both had an eye on 
the same thing." She grinned. 


Probably an adventurer, Sal thought. Her eye had automatically gone to the full coin purse at the 
woman's belt. "Do you know if we're heading in the right direction for the slave market, miss?" 


Looking between the two, the half-orc seemed amused. "Who's selling who?" 
"Oh, uh, we're just using it for a landmark," Sal hastily. "Not buying or selling." 


Another tiefling sauntered up, this one dressed in rather daring clothes that marked her as a mage of 
some stripe. "Problem, Belistrist?” 


"Nope. Just giving directions. They want the slave market." 
The mage jerked her hand back the way she had come from. "That way." 


The half-orc nodded. "There you go. Come on, Kindra, | have some entertainment to get in before the 
others get back." With a brief nod, she continued walking, her friend beside her. 


"Be more careful," Sal hissed. 

"Don't you tell me to be careful," Mask snapped back. "Come on. We don't have unlimited time." 
Several streets later, they emerged into the market. The crowd was less here, but it was still busy. Sal 
spied a human woman, clad in only a skimpy rag over her bush and posterior, being led on a leash into 
one of the auction halls. She shivered, memories of standing on the block while a hungry crowd eyed 
her bare tits popping back into her mind. "Okay. Down this way. | don't think we want to hang around 
here." 


"For once | completely agree," Mask said, her own melancholy in her voice. 


Now that she had her bearings, Sal's route was swift and sure. Before too very long had passed, they 
were standing in front of a curio stall. "This is the place," Sal said. 


"| don't see a vase," Mask replied, studying the wares and knick-knacks on display. "Are you sure this is 
the right stall?" 


"Positive." Sal went up to the balding human running the counter. "Excuse me, my friend and | were 
looking for something specific." 


The shopkeeper glanced up. "Go on?" 

"A vase." Sal described it as closely as she could. "I saw it here not long ago." 

"Oh yes, the Lolth and Sehanine one. Sold that just yesterday afternoon after having it in stock for ages." 
Sal bit her lip to refrain from cursing. "Do you have another, or Know where we could get one?" 

"Afraid not. It was made by a gnomish artisan who lived in the city for a time; she had an odd obsession 
with the two goddesses and did a few of those vases, as well as soup bowls, beer steins, and chamber 


pots on the same theme. Not making any more, though. Had some sort of bizarre accident with a giant 
hamster, hot lube, a complicated set of metal rings and leather straps, and a pair of fake wearable elf 


ears. It was hushed up and she moved away shortly after." 
"Sounds degenerate," Mask muttered. 
"Does anyone else collect or sell her work?" Sal asked desperately. 


"Not that | know of... but you could go speak to the woman | sold it to, Rowan Tearmantle. She's a 
trader, and | believe she bought that vase to resell. You could probably get it from her." 


"Where can she be found?" Sal asked. 

"She has an office over lronwright's Coffee House. Know where that is?" 

"Yes," Sal replied gratefully. "Thank you." 

"You're welcome." The shopkeeper went back to polishing his wares. 

"This isn't proving as easy as I'd hoped," Mask said waspishly as they walked off. 


"Don't complain. At least we still have a trail to find it," Sal replied, a little unhappy herself. Still, it could 
have been worse. 


Getting to the coffee house didn't take very long; it was on a nearby boulevard and highly visible. From 
what Sal had gathered during her time there, it was used as a meeting place for traders seeking to make 
deals; possibly a tempting spot for pickpockets and the like. She had never actually been inside, though, 
and was surprised by the sheer clamor when she and Mask walked in the front doors. 


The main room seemed to be one multi-headed argument. Two dwarven magnates were screaming at 
each other at the top of their impressive lungs, while their underlings hovered worriedly. An elven 
woman sat on a counter taking bids from a pair of humans and a deep gnome. Five halflings were 
waving pieces of paper and poking each other in the chest with increasing agitation. Those were only 
the nearest groups, too. 


"Is that a lamia in that corner?" Mask whispered as they walked over to the serving counter. 
"They let almost anything into Scornubel as long as it stays peaceful," Sal replied. Then she ducked as a 
burly trader threw a wild punch at his competitor, nearly hitting her in the process. "Mostly peaceful," she 


amended. 


"| can't say I'm displeased by that," Mask said. "Usually I'm the most exotic thing allowed to walk the 
streets, and that's tiring." 


Sal could certainly understand that. "Excuse me," she called to the serving man behind the wide oaken 
bar. "We're looking for Rowan Tearmantle?" 


He grunted. "Upstairs, third floor, room 69." 


"Thanks." Glancing around, she took Mask's hand and led her across the room to the stairs. 

"You don't have to do that," Mask said, a faintly embarrassed look on her face. 

"O-oh, sorry." Cheeks coloring faintly, Sal let go. "Come on." 

It took them a while to find the stairs from the second floor to the third, and even longer to find their way 
through the busy warren of offices that made up the upper levels of the coffee house. It seemed that 
many traders, finding that they would be doing most of their business over cups of steaming liquid 
below, found it convenient to locate their chambers right on the premises. Finally, though, they found the 


right door and knocked. 


The door was opened by a tall human woman in her 30s with short red hair and a rumpled orange and 
black outfit. "Yes?" 


"We're looking for Rowan Tearmantle," Mask said. "Are you her?" 
"That's me." The woman motioned them in. "Come inside and we'll talk business." 


They entered the rather spartan office, and sat down in a pair of badly-crafted chairs. Rowan stood. "So. 
What can | do for you?" 


"We're looking for a vase, made by a gnome, depicting two elven deities," Mask said. "We were told you 
acquired it yesterday." 


"Oh? Well, you're right, | did," Rowan said, studying Mask with interest. "But | sold it just an hour ago. 
Would have asked for more if I'd known there was interest in it." 


Sal groaned aloud. Mask just sighed. "Do you know who you sold it to?" she asked without much hope. 
"Oh yes," Rowan replied. 

They waited. 

"Can you tell us who?" Mask finally said. 

"How much is it worth to you?" Rowan countered, fingers playing with her stained doublet. 

Sal and Mask exchanged worried glances. Neither of them was actually carrying any money, a detail 
that suddenly occurred to Sal might be a flaw in their plan. "We don't actually have any money," she 


replied. "Someone else is handling the purchase." 


"Mmmm." Rowan was still gazing at Mask. A slight smile appeared on her face. "You know," she mused, 
"| have always had a thing for tieflings. Maybe it's the horns. You certainly look... horny." 


Mask gave her a flat look. "What are you suggesting?" 


"A few minutes oral pleasure. As soon as we're done, I'll give you the name." 


Mask glanced at Sal, who looked helplessly back at her and shrugged. If she had a better suggestion, 
she would make it, but she didn't. She wasn't going to push the tiefling woman into this, though; if Mask 
wasn't willing, they would find another way or give up and go home. 


Unhappily, Mask looked back to the waiting trader. "We're doing this here?" 


"Yes. I'll sit on my desk." With a look of barely-restrained eagerness, Rowan walked over to the walnut 
table in a corner of the room and sat down on it, legs dangling over. She pulled her doublet open in a 
swift motion, and then tugged down her breeches until they dangled round her ankles. A pair of 
not-very-clean panties followed. "Bare your breasts. | don't care about the rest." 


With a barely-visible nod, Mask turned to Sal. "Find something else to look at." Then, with a certain 
dignity, she unbuttoned her blouse and moved to kneel before the woman she was to service. 


Rowan was no prize. The woman's frame was bony, as if she hadn't quite been making all her meals, 
and her skin had rather more grime than you would expect from someone outside of a laboring trade. 
There was an ugly purple and red scar running through the bottom of her left breast down to her 
stomach, and a series of small burn marks just above her pubic mound. Her muff was unshaven, matted 
and tangled, and a dull red. Mask glanced up at the woman, who stared down at her with impatient 
desire. The tiefling's lip curled slightly. With a barely audible sigh, she bent her mouth to the forested 
snatch before her. 


Sal carefully looked away. She heard Rowan gasp, then the sounds of faint movement and the creaking 
of the old desk. Then heavy breathing, and low murmurs of pleasure. Heat seemed to rush to her 
cheeks and breasts and crotch as the half-elf tried to think about something else. 


Her eye fell on a mirror propped in a far corner of the room, and her breath caught. In it, she could 
clearly see Mask at work, her horned head buried between the other woman's thighs, her red breasts 
bobbing. On the table, Rowan was staring down at her with a look of lecherous rapture, one hand 
playing with her own right breast. The other hand played with Mask's horns. 


Sal swallowed. She knew she ought not to watch, but... She continued to stare, listening as Rowan's 
noises grew louder and more delighted. Would that have been her kneeling there, if Rowan's fetish had 
been for half-elves? Would she have agreed? 


Crossing her legs, Sal found her hand surreptitiously sneaking into her skirt. When her finger found her 
front of her panties, it was already wet. 


Rowan was openly moaning now, thrusting her hairy box into Mask's flushed face as the human woman 
leaned back. Sweat was trickling down her body, and Sal could smell the woman and her musk from 
where she stood. Mask's tail lashed with increasing agitation behind her, the tip wiggling like mad. 


As her finger stroked her button through her panties, Sal had to force herself not to make a sound. She 
shouldn't bring herself too high in her pleasure cycle, she told herself. Just a little more stroking... like it 
would feel if Mask were kneeling before her... 


Rowan cried out, and grabbed Mask's horns with both hands. "Oh fuck! Oh gods! Yes! Yes!" The 
woman's gaunt frame shook, and then she gave a long ragged wail of satisfaction. Her slickness 
drenched the tiefling's face as she convulsed on the desk, saliva running from her open mouth. 


Finally the red-headed trader stopped, and released Mask's horns. Gasping a little, Mask lifted her wet 
face from the woman's soiled muff and rose to her feet. "There. The buyer?" 


"Oh gods." Rowan lay on the desk, trembling. Tears started to form in her eyes. "I haven't had sex in 
nine years. You look just like her. You did it just like she..." The woman looked up. "It was good, wasn't 
it? You and |?" 


"Yes. The buyer?" Mask was starting to look very uncomfortable. 


"Edgar Marstandel. A half-elf. Has an office a floor down, number 23." Tears were streaming down 
Rowan's cheeks. "What's your name?" 


"Sal," Mask lied. "Maybe we'll come back later." Turning, Mask buttoned her blouse, grabbed Sal by the 
arm, and hastily marched them out the door. 


"Gods, that was awkward," Mask muttered as soon as they were down the hall. "You fucking owe me. 


"Was it that bad?" Sal asked, trying to conceal her own feelings. She'd gotten her hand out of her skirt 
just in time. 


"Her personal hygiene wasn't great, | didn't find her attractive, and | want no part of that shit at the end 
there," Mask replied sourly. "I'm going to have the taste of her twat in my mouth all day. | need a drink 
before we go." 

"You, uh... have a bit of her pubes on your face," Sal told her timidly. 

"Not surprised. She obviously never shaves or bathes down there. Can you get it off for me?" 

"Sure." Sal reached out and plucked the red hair from Mask's cheek. Her fingertips lightly brushed the 
other woman's face, and she felt a bit of a charge pass between then. The two looked at each other 
uneasily, faces flushing slightly, and then looked away as if by mutual consent. 

"Thanks. Let's go talk to Mr. Marstandel," Mask said, a gruff tone to her voice. 

"Right," Sal hurriedly agreed. 

Going a floor down, they once again had to hunt through a warren of busy hallways to find the right door. 
It was obvious when they did find it though; it bore a large brass plate reading, 'Marstandel and 


Daughter, Luxuries and Furnishings Trading’. 


"Looks rather more professional than Miss Tearmantle's door," Sal observed. 


"If you'd been paying attention, you would have noticed that the second floor offices are posher and 
bigger than the third floor ones," Mask replied. "Probably because you only have one flight of stairs to 
the trading floor." She adjusted her clothing and then knocked briskly. 

After a time, a young human woman answered. "May | help you?" 

"Yes, we're here to see Edgar Marstandel," Mask told her. 

"Hmm, buying or selling?" 


"Buying." 


The young woman shook her head. "Sorry. Father hands that end of the business, and he's not in. Can 
you come back tomorrow, or later tonight?" 


"No, actually we can't," Mask said tightly. "We're on a bit of a deadline. Are you sure you can't help us?" 
"| don't even know where we keep half our stock, much less what we're selling it for. | just handle bulk 
purchasing contracts; Father deals with sales and individual items personally." She frowned. "Is it really 
important?" 

"Yes, it is," Sal said. "If there's anything you can do..." 

The woman sighed. "Father went to have an afternoon at the monster shows in town. He'll be up in the 
bleachers; half-elf, middle aged, bright yellow hair with a bald patch, silly-looking silver stickpin of a 
griffin on his left breast. He'll probably be willing to make a sale; just get him to write up the particulars 
and I'll go fetch your purchase." 

"Great!" Sal said, smiling thankfully at her. "Thank you sooo much." 

"Have to keep the customer happy." The young woman closed the door. 

"Monster shows?" Mask asked, ridged brows raising. 

"Yeah. There's a big mostly-wooden arena, and trainers bring in all sorts of beasts and creatures, and 
they have them perform or fight each other. They're pretty popular. There's usually a big crowd." A big 
crowd with full purses. 


"Hmm. Ever seen one of these shows?" Mask inquired. 


"No, | never went inside. I've been to the square outside though, where the lines to get in are," Sal 
replied. 


"That raises a bit of a question. I'm guessing tickets cost money. How do we get in?" 


Sal smirked. "I do have an answer to this one. There's a horizontal shaft in the upper wall meant for 
airflow or something. It ought to lead right into the stands. It's a ways up, but there's a drainpipe we can 


climb to reach it." 
Mask glanced pointedly at their short black dresses. "We're not really dressed for climbing." 
"Don't be such a baby, it's only one drainpipe." Sal walked off briskly. "Let's go." 


Departing the coffeehouse, they made their way through the streets into a district dealing more with 
entertainment than sales. The denizens of brothels hawked their wares from windows, shouts and 
groans and laughter came from the doorways of gambling dens, and every so often a drunk stumbled 
out into the gutter. Soon the arena itself rose up, a squat, wide building of wood and cheap brick. 


Avoiding the mob of paying customers at the front, Sal led Mask around to a back alley, where the 
promised rusty drainpipe led up the wall to a wooden tunnel running into the structure. Muffled cheers 
drifted out of it. 


"You first," Sal said. 
"ME? Why me?" Mask snapped. "This was your idea!" 


"Because if you get stuck halfway up, | can help you down," Sal explained patiently. "Also, | don't know 
how sturdy that pipe is, and the second one up may have to deal with it being a bit unstable." 


"Oh," Mask said, mollified. She eyed the pipe without enthusiasm, then grabbed it with both hands and 
started to climb. 


Sal watched tensely as the tiefling awkwardly went up, feet scrabbling for purchase. Once or twice she 
thought the other woman would fall, but finally Mask made it to the lip of the shaft and pulled herself just 
inside the entrance. 


Breathing a sigh of relief, Sal started up herself. It was a little awkward in her dress, but happily Mask's 
ascent hadn't damaged the pipe much; before too long she had reached the top. "Start heading in so | 
can get off this pipe," she hissed to the tiefling. 


With an effort, Mask turned herself around in the tunnel mouth. The ceiling of the shaft was extremely 
low, and required her to proceed on hands and knees. As she moved it, Sal crawled off the pipe after 
her, and they wriggled their way into the dim tunnel. 


Mask's tail lashed fitfully as she crawled, and Sal found herself repeatedly slapped in the face as she 
followed close behind. She glanced angrily up, only to get a close-up view of Mask's ass, packed tightly 
into her white lace panties, wiggling as she crawled. Swallowing, Sal quickly glanced back down. 


A roar went up from the crowd at the far end of the tunnel, and Mask tensed, startled. Her tail wrapped 
around Sal's neck, making the half-elf gack, and then curled back towards her. Sal's face was dragged 
forward and slammed square into Mask's fabric-covered crotch. "Mmmph!" 


"What the FUCK are you doing back there, pervert?!?" Mask hissed. 


"Mmmmmgaaaaagh!" Sal choked back, trying to breath. She clawed at Mask's tail as her cheeks turned 
bright crimson against the white of Mask's undergarments. Oh gods, Sal thought, she could smell the 
tiefling's wet arousal from dealing with Rowan earlier. 


"S-stop that!" Mask said, voice strained. "Not here!" 

"T-taaaaaail," Sal rasped, trying to breath. "Thrrroaat..." 

"What? Oh!" The tail unwrapped from her neck, and Sal pulled her face from Mask's hindquarters, 
leaving a small patch of drool at the bottom of the tiefling's butt. Massaging her throat with one hand, she 
shot the other woman's backside a dirty look. 

"| lose track of it," Mask mumbled. 

"Right," Sal wheezed. 

The light and noise ahead grew louder and brighter, and finally they emerged into the upper part of an 
oval arena bleacher, rows of benches funneling down to the arena floor below. A few curious heads 
turned as they climbed out of the ventilation shaft, but nobody seemed inclined to do anything. Most of 
the heads remained firmly turned towards the arena, where a carrion crawler was attempting to battle a 


flumph. 


Catching their breath, the two looked around, slightly lost. "Where do you think this fellow is?" Mask 
asked. "There's a decent crowd." 


"| don't know," Sal said. "We're just going to have to walk around and look. You remember the 
description, right?" 


"Half-elf, yellow hair, silver stickpin, yes." 

"Right." Sal led the way down the aisle. 

There were any number of people here today, and they wound up and down the stands, vainly seeking 
their man. Several times they nearly slipped on spilled puddles of ale or scattered peanut shells. The 
noise of the crowd was a bit disorientating, as was the action below on the arena floor. 

"Hey, it's the slave market girls." Sal's head snapped around in fear, only to relax somewhat as she saw 
the half-orc Belistrist leaning against a support pillar. The warrioress beckoned them over, and they 
obeyed. "Find any good bargains? Or anyone offer you a good price for the other?" 


"Ah, no," Sal replied, laughing nervously. "But we did get to where we were going." 


"That's good." The half-orc glanced down into the arena. "Who do you put odds on, the xorn or the blink 
dog?" 


"We're not really here for the fights," Sal said, ignoring Mask's look of caution. "We need to find 
someone in this arena, a male half-elf, yellow hair, silver griffin pin. Have you seen anyone like that?" 


"Uh... | haven't really been paying attention to the crowd,” Belistrist replied. "I'm here for the fights. 
Maybe Kindra will know; she's off getting the food and booze." 


"| doubt she was paying attention either," Mask said. "We should probably just keep searching." 


"Yeah, probably. Hey!" The half-orc snapped broad fingers. "Kindra is a mage, and | know for a fact she 
has a simple location spell. | bet she'd be willing to find your guy, as long as he's inside the building." 


"Really?" Sal asked hopefully. "That'd be great." 

"Yeah, why not? Have a seat and watch the fights til she gets back; it can't take that long to buy some 
snacks." Belistrist pumped her fist as the crowd gave a sudden roar. "Ooooh, did you see that? Took the 
blink dog's head clean off!" 

Sal exchanged a somewhat queasy look with Mask, and sat down. 

"Next up, we have a fearsome Cabaccotabrix, a vile beast that binds its prey with its horrid tentacles 
before moving in to sate its hunger!" boomed the ring announcer, a short woman in a red coat with gold 
braid, white gloves, and a black hat. "It shall do battle against two waves of monsters; first, a vicious 
pack of Norkers, second, a ravening horde of owlbears trained to dance a cunning two-step!" 

"This ought to be good," said Belistrist, impressed. 

"The Cabaccotabrix was subdued for the arena by the valiant Serraphine Revven, who is our guest in 
the stands today. Give her a big cheer for making this possible, folks!" The ringleader gestured to a 
redheaded elven woman in black studded leather seated in a prime spot; she looked somewhat 


embarrassed as the crowd applauded her, but gracefully stood and gave a bow anyway. 


"Not bad," Belistrist murmured. Sal wasn't sure if she was talking about the elf or her deed, although if 
the former, she had to agree. 


"Who's the hot elven lady they're cheering?" Kindra asked, walking up with a tray of sausages and two 
tankards of something frothy. 


"Adventurer. Brought in that thing below." Belistrist watched as the horde of Norkers was released 
against it. "I have to admit, | thought a Norker was more interesting-looking than that." 


"They're just hobgoblins with a skin condition," Kindra said dismissively. 


"Huh. Hey, these two from earlier are looking for someone in the arena, and | told em you'd cast a 
finding for em." 


"Oh you did, eh?" The tiefling mage studied the two with unnervingly keen interest. 


Mask took a step back. "Uh-uh, | know that smell. Forget it." 


Sal glanced at her, startled and upset. "Mask! Don't tell her she smells! She doesn't either!" 
"Mmmm, you can tell, hmmm?" Kindra said to Mask, a sly smile on her face. 


Belistrist frowned. "Kindra, what the Hells does she mea-" The half-orc ground to a stop, and sighed. 
"You can't be in heat, damnit. You've been so well-behaved today!" 


"Actually, | did the shopgirl twice while you were upstairs buying that dagger, and | paid for the food with 
my-" 


"| get the picture." The half-orc sighed again. "Cast their spell, and then let's get you off the streets." 


"| want the half-elf as payment," the mage said, licking her lips and gazing at Sal. "Right here, against 
the support pillar." 


Sal squeaked. Mask just smiled. "Deal," she said. "But do the spell first." 

"W-wait! Wait a second!" Sal gabbled. 

"| took one for the team, now it's your turn," Mask said, unsympathetic. 

"But I... well..." Sal ground to a halt, defeated. 

"Give me a description and I'll do it right here," Kindra said. Mask rattled off the particulars, and the 
mage nodded and drew a Chalk circle on the wooden boards. "This isn't a terribly powerful or 
complicated spell, but try not to bother me while | cast. If it fizzles, at best we lose the spell, at worst we 
get a small flash and a terrible odor or something." 

"Right," Sal said, fidgeting. 

They tried to focus on watching the fight while Kindra incanted. It wasn't much of a contest; the Norkers 
were getting slaughtered by the betentacled creature. Already the arena crane was hoisting three cages 


of owlbears out of the holding pen in preparation for the next round. 


"Oh my gooooods, what is it DOING to that poor thing?" Sal whispered in horrified fascination, watching 
the Cabaccotabrix grapple with a Norker. 


Mask looked, and flushed even redder. "That's just WRONG." Her tail curled around Sal's bare lower 
thigh. 


"Ah.. um..." Sal said hesitantly, and then her eyes bulged. "Is that even anatomically POSSIBLE?" 
Mask stared at the arena, appalled. Her tail clenched, then snuck up Sal's thigh under her dress. 


"Maaaask..." Sal gasped, clutching at the front of her dress as the quivering tailtip went somewhere it 
oughin't have. "You... that..." 


Kindra glanced over at them, and her eyes glazed a bit. Her mouth slackened a little, and the arcane 
syllables she spoke slurred a bit as she finished the spell. 


The result was not what she expected. 

A glowing ball shot into the air and obediently shone a beam of light onto a startled half-elf several 
stands down. At the same time it sent a puddle of magical grease splashing in front of the main exit. A 
set of dancing magical lights appeared next to the ringleader's head, causing her to shriek in startlement, 
lose her balance, and topple into the arena. Finally a bolt of energy shot from the ball to blast the arm of 
the crane, causing the cages to tumble free and smash down into the stands. 

"Damnation! That was most of my first circle spells for the day!" Kindra cursed. 

"The owlbears! The owlbears are loose!" someone screamed. 

"Oh gods help us, they're in heat!" someone else wailed in terror. 

Most of the spectators panicked and started trying to dash for the exits. Belistrist cursed. "They wouldn't 
let me bring my axe in, damn them!" She wrenched a leg off one of the benches and brandished it like a 


club. "Come on, Kindra, back me up!" 


"Right!" The two adventurers dashed towards the rampaging creatures. Sal could see the redheaded elf 
draw blades and also move to confront them, along with a handful of other adventuring types. 


"What the hells do we do?" Sal whimpered. 

"Shut up and get to the half-elf before he gets away!" Mask snapped. "Don't forget why we're here!" 
Nodding, Sal dashed after her, pushing and shoving as they tried to get through panicking spectators to 
their target. As they passed by the rim of the arena, Sal saw the ringleader suddenly shoot up into view, 
most of her clothing gone, riding upwards on a thick tentacle plugging her gaping anus. A trilling scream 
was coming from her mouth and her eyes were wide as saucers. 

"She looks a bit like you, Sal," Mask panted as they ran. 


"Shut up shut up shut up!" 


They reached where the half-elf was; he was lying on the ground, one leg pinned under a heap of 
overturned benches. His eyes looked frantically up as they neared. "Help me! Please!" 


"Stay calm!" Mask told him briskly. "We'll get you free. Sal, help me move these." 


The two women strained to move them. "I think one of the boards broke and they're wedged in there," 
Sal huffed. "Try wiggling it." 


"OWWW! It hurts when you wiggle it!" the half-elf wailed. 


"It's going to hurt a damn sight more if we don't get clear soon," Mask muttered, glancing back at the 
skirmish line. She saw two owlbears tackle Belistrist and bear her to the ground; Kindra attempted to 
blast them off, but was jumped on by a third. 


"Rally to me! Rally-" Serraphaine Revvan grunted as four of them swarmed her. One went down with her 
blades in its lungs, and then she disappeared under a tide of fur and feathers. 


"Oh gods, listen to those screams! They're killing them!" Sal cried. 
"Uh... | don't think they're... killing them," Mask said slowly. 
Sal listened to the moaning screams for a few more seconds, and turned bright red. "Oh." 


She and Mask looked at each other, then started to tear at the benches in a frenzy. The wood stubbornly 
refused to yield. 


"| was told the owlbears would be dancing!" Edgar Marstandel wailed. "THAT IS NOT DANCING!" 
A tentacle slid over the side of the rail and grabbed at Sal, who barely ducked in time to avoid being 
grabbed. "Shit!" The ringleader sailed past again, eyes rolled up in her head and being plugged in each 


hole by two tentacles now, and Sal nearly hurt herself straining at the benches. "This isn't working!" 


Mask looked wildly around, then raced across the stands back towards the owlbears. She grabbed an 
axe discarded by one of the guards, then dashed back. "Stand clear!" 


"Wait! Wait!" Marstandel babbled. Sal leapt clear, and Mask cooly began to hack the benches to 
kindling. 


Sal glanced back, and her eyes widened. "The owlbears are coming!" 


"Given the fucking it sounds like they're giving the big half-orc and her friend, I'm not surprised they're 
about to-" 


"NO, YOU ASSHOLE, | MEAN THEY'RE COMING FOR US!" Sal screamed. "Hurry up!" 

"Almost there... got it!" Mask hauled the half-elven trader to his feet. "Go! Go!" 

They ran, jumping over overturned benches and dodging pools of beer, stopping impatiently to haul 
Marstandel back to his feet when he stumbled. The owlbears surged after them, hooting bestial cries of 
lust. 


"The main entrance?" Mask asked, breathing heavily. 


"No! The magical grease is still there. Head for that lower tier of the stands and we'll hop the wall!" Sal 
glanced back. "Shit, they're gaining!" 


Mask looked back as well, and paled. "Holy shit, is that a cock or a second leg?!?" 


In the distance they could hear Kindra's enthusiastic wails. "Run faster, damnit!" Sal screamed. 

"lam running faster, you run faster, bitch!" Mask screamed back. 

"THAT IS DEFINITELY NOT DANCING!" Marstandel screamed at nobody in particular. 

They reached the wall, and Sal threw herself at it and started immediately climbing. Marstandel stared 
helplessly at it until Mask cursed, grabbed his light frame, and gave him a shoving boost up the wall. Sal, 
reaching the top, turned around and grabbed his arms, pulling him up and over. "Hurry, Mask! They're 
right behind you!" 

Desperately Mask leapt for the wall and started to scrabble up it. She had nearly made it when she 
stopped with a jerk, a feathered, hooting tide below her. "One's got my tail!" she shrieked, as she started 
to descend again. "SAL!" 

Sal looked around frantically for something to throw, something to hurl, anything. There was nothing. 
Mask started to slide into reach of the eager horde below, and Sal did the only thing she could think of to 
do. 


She turned around, yanked down her panties, flipped up her skirt, and mooned the owlbears. 


The hoots abruptly stopped as the owlbears looked up as one. The grip on Mask's tail slackened, and 
the tiefling surged up, up, up... 


Mask slammed face-first into Sal's vulva. Shrieking, they both toppled forward over the far side of the 
wall, landing in a pile with a thud on a stack of hay bales in an alley below. 


"GY AH!" Mask sputtered, pulling her face out of Sal's legs. "PERVERT!" 
"| just saved your life!" Sal screamed back. "And you just used TONGUE, so don't give me 'pervert'!" 


"| was SCREAMING! You need your tongue to scream!" Mask raged. "This is all your fault, you 
hypocritical bitch!" 


"YOU'RE the hypo-" 


"Uh, thank you very much, ladies, but I'm going to go home now and get drunk,” Edgar Marstandel told 
them. 


"NO, YOU'RE NOT," both of them screamed at him. 
"Or not?" the trader whimpered. 


"Look, you bought a vase today. If you want to thank us for saving you, please just give it to us," Mask 
said tiredly. "Please." 


"Oh, the gnomish vase? With the Spider Queen and Lady of Dreams?" 

"Yes," Sal said. "May we have it?" 

"Uh... | sold it right before going to the show. To Dur Mago's caravan. They were due to leave the city for 
Waterdeep an hour ago, but they use an oxen-drawn wagon, so they can't have gone far. If you have a 
decent horse you can likely catch up to when within 15 minutes to a half hour." 


"Right," Mask said tightly between gritted teeth. "Thanks so much. Sal! Come on. Daylight is burning." 


"Yes, | know," Sal curtly replied. "This way." Without another word to Marstandel, they hurried off into the 
crowd. 


"This is ridiculous," Mask fumed as they pushed their way through. A platoon of guards rushed by in the 
opposite direction, faces nervous, heading for the arena. "How many times can one vase be traded in 24 
hours?" 

"| Know, | know, but look," Sal said, hooking a sharp left at a corner. "According to Marstandel the 
caravan is on the road. They're not going to be stopping and flogging their wares whilst travelling. So all 
we have to do is catch up to them and we're there." 

"Except for BUYING the damn thing," Mask replied grimly. "We still have no money." 

"We'll figure that out when we get there,” Sal said. "We don't have time to raise enough gold." 


"Well, we need to raise some, because we need to buy horses," Mask shot back. 


"Oh really?" Sal said skeptically. "And how are we going to do that?" Her knowledge of what skills Mask 
might have to earn her keep was almost nonexistent. 


"I'm going to pimp you out to someone who looks wealthy," Mask said bluntly. "I'm thinking we can get 
the price of a shitty nag out of each go-round, so | should only have to sell you twice." 


"What?! Fuck you!" Sal yowled, nearly running into someone. "Forget it!" 

"Look, if | had to munch that redhaired mess for this, then you can-" 

"No," Sal replied firmly. "For one thing, it isn't necessary. We're not going to buy horses." 
Mask blinked. "We're not?" 

"We're going to steal them." 

"Steal?" Mask stared at her. "What the hells do you know about stealing horses?" 


"Quite a bit. Actually it's not so much stealing as borrowing, since we're only going to need them for an 
hour and may as well put them back when we're done." Sal stopped at an intersection, thought for a 


second, then took a right. "It's the fastest way." 

"Isn't stealing horses hard?" Mask asked skeptically. "What if we get caught?" 

"Not the way we're going to do it," Sal replied. "Now be still; we're getting close to the gate corrals." 

To Mask's surprise, Sal passed by several pens and hitching racks of perfectly serviceable riding horses 
without so much as glancing at them. After about the two dozenth time, the tiefling glared at her. "Why 
are you passing all of these by? Aren't they suitable?" 


"If you want to get instantly caught and hauled to prison, yes," Sal replied curtly. "Just let me handle it." 


They wandered into less and less trafficked areas, until finally Sal stopped at a pen with high walls and a 
latched gate. "This'll do. These likely are only checked on once or twice a day." 


Mask looked at the stallions beyond dubiously. "They look a little... wild." 
"They are. They're unbroken. That's why nobody worries about them being stolen." 
"...1 can't handle an unbroken horse!" Mask hissed at her. "I want to ride, not fly!" 


"Don't worry. | was taught an ancient elven trick to make them docile." Sal hopped the gate and 
advanced into the pen. "We have a spiritual tie with nature." 


"Right," Mask said dubiously. 

The horses snorted in alarm as Sal slowly approached, shying away. One reared slightly, and Sal made 
a low, soothing noise in her throat. They watched her nervously as she circled around one, moved in, 
and... 


"What the fuck are you doing?!?" Mask stammered, her voice rising. 


"Shut up, you'll scare them," Sal said in a soothing tone, gently manipulating the stallion's scrotum. "Just 
give me a second." 


Mask just stared. 

By the time Sal was done massaging the large sack, the horse was docile, erect, and standing stock still. 
The half-elf moved over and repeated the proceedure on the next one, with similar results. Then she 
motioned Mask to open the gate. The tiefling did, and Sal led both horses peacefully out. "Mount up." 
"That horse has a gigantic-" 


"Ignore it. Mount up." 


Uncomfortably, the tiefling did. "Ancient elven trick, huh?" 


"The wisdom of the elves should be respected." Sal urged the horse into a trot. "Come on. Let's catch up 
with that caravan." 


It took them a half-hour's ride to find Dur Mago's wagons. 

Drawing rein in dismay, they stared at the scene before them. Ransacked, broken wagons were still 
hitched to dead oxen. Corpses covered the road, some still clutching weapons, others looking to have 
died whilst trying to flee. Discarded items were strewn everywhere. 

"Well fuck," Mask said. 

Sal looked a little sick. "I... | suppose we should check the wagons, see if they left the vase." 

After twenty minutes of grisly searching, they concluded that no, they had not left the vase. 

Wiping a bit of blood from her hands, Mask heaved a deep sigh. "Well, | guess that's that, then. We're 
screwed. Let's take the horses back, stow ourselves in the coach, and start practicing groveling to the 


Mistress." 


"No. Forget it. | refuse to accept this." Sal looked around defiantly. "You know... we do have two 
horses..." 


"Are you seriously thinking we can run far enough and fast enough that the Mistress won't eventually 
find us?" Mask said acidly. "Do you think she'd ever stop looking?" 


Sal sighed. "No. | wasn't seriously considering it." She stared moodily at the side of the road. "But we 
can't just give up now. We've come too far to..." She trailed off slowly, then walked over to where the 
high road met the moor. 

"What?" Mask asked, without any real interest. 

"| think | can pick up a trail," Sal replied. "Tie the horses to a hunk of wagon and follow me." 

"A trail... you mean from the raiders? From whoever did this?" Mask stared at her. "You're crazy!" 

Sal just looked at her. "Spiked dildos." 

Mask gazed back at her, twitching. Then she gave a short nod. "Lead the way." 

It was slow going; the terrain of the moors was rough and broken, the sun was starting to set, and Sal, 
while having some experience as a scout, was hardly a tracker of legend. Still, they were aided by the 
trail of discarded items the marauders had left, and then fact that they didn't seem to be bothering to 


hide signs of their passage. 


"Whoever this is, they're either stupid or not planning to be here long," Sal commented. 


"Let's hope its the former," Mask replied. 


Eventually, the light almost gone, they crept up the slope of a ridge and gazed down at a crude 
collection of huts and lean-tos, obviously erected as temporary shelters. A bonfire blazed in the center of 
it, and around the encampment shuffled a number of hulking, hairy figures with long arms and large, 
tufted ears. 


"Bugbears," Sal whispered unhappily. "Well, that explains that." 
Mask just huddled nervously on the ground, watching. "What are we going to do? This is hopeless." 


"WE are going to do nothing. YOU are going to wait here. I'm going to try and slip in, find the vase, and 
get out." 


"You're..." Mask looked at her. "Please don't make the mistake of thinking | care if you wind up ina 
bugbear stewpot, but are you sure you want to do that?" 


"Of course | don't want to, but | am not going back emptyhanded." Sal sighed. "I'm pretty good at 
slipping around, and those big oafs aren't expecting visitors. With luck this will only take a minute." 


"All right." Mask's face was worried. "Good luck." 


"If they catch me, go ahead and run for it." Fighting her fear, Sal slipped down the side of the ridge and 
started to make her approach. 


Normally for something like this... not that there was anything normal about it... she would have waited 
patiently for most of the bugbears to fall asleep or get distracted, even if it took hours. Unfortunately time 
was going to be tight enough as it was, and she didn't have time to be careful. She was just going to 
have to be as quiet and sneaky as she could and hope they didn't see her. 


She angled around one of the huts, trying to spot where they might be keeping the loot. Sure enough, 
she quickly spotted an open crate half in shadow, filled with a number of rugs, pieces of artwork, and 
similar luxuries. Timing her move as well as she could, she darted between huts, then hugged the 
shadow of one until she reached the crate. Bending, she hurriedly started rooting through it. 


Silks... spice jars... a statue of Azoun IV of Cormyr... a jeweled backscratcher... Sal grew increasingly 
nervous and impatient. Where the hells was it? 


She fished out a carved wooden phallus, stared at it for a second, and then shook her head and kept 
looking. Golden spittoon... a rug from Amn... an elven harp... 


Then she lifted a silk fan out of the way and had to stuff her fist in her mouth to keep from screaming 
with excitement. There it was! Exactly like the one that had smashed to bits on Mask's stupid horns! 
Grinning proudly, Sal snatched it up, turned, and started to make a hasty exit. 


That was probably a mistake. Excitement and eagerness to depart made her less cautious than she had 


been coming in, and this cost her. With a growl, a bugbear jumped out at her from the side, making her 
yelp and try to duck. Those long hairy arms were surprisingly nimble, however, and it grabbed her and 
wrestled her back towards the fire. Another bugbear hurried up and wrested the precious vase from her 
hands. 


Struggling and kicking, she was dragged up to the fire as the warband gathered round, curious. "Wot's 
dis, den?" rumbled the biggest one, clearly the chief. "Wot's dis?" 


"An elf, it be," her captor said. "A thievin' elf!" 

"Nar, too fat ta be an elf," a watching bugbear said. 

"Hey!" Sal snapped, stung despite her fear. 

"Mebbe a human?" another speculated, scratching its broad ears. 


"Pointy ears, dolt; even a goblin knows humans gots round ears," her captor said scornfully. "It's a fat 
little elf." 


"It's not really fat, is it?" another bugbear said dubiously. "Looks damn skinny to me." 
"That's right!" Sal said, nodding. "He's the only one of you with eyes!" 


"Everyone knows elves look as they ain't eaten in three weeks," the chief said. "Coz they only eat grass, 
that is. Grass an berries." He shrugged. "Get the stuff off her an we'll have a look." 


Her captor grabbed the back of her black dress and tore downward. Another bugbear leaned in, grabbed 
a fistful of her front, and pulled; a third caught the hem of her dress and yanked another way. The fabric 
gave way with a rip, and the torn shreds of her dress floated to the ground, leaving Sal standing there in 
her panties, arms crossed protectively in front of her bare breasts. Dozens of large, yellow eyes studied 
her, and she shivered, suddenly terrified. 


"Human or elf, it looks like fun," one bugbear said hungrily. 

"| caught it," said the bugbear holding her. "First dibs." 

"Well, I'm yer leader, an | say | get to go first," the chief said. Her captor growled at that, and the chief 
waved a placating hand. "You can have the good part first, you caught 'er. That's fair. But first | get the 


mouth." 


"Hrrrrrrm, fair enough," the bugbear said. He gave Sal a shove forwards. "See if you can figure out if it's 
an elf ora human while yer at it." 


Sal stumbled to one knee, looking up frantically. She was hemmed in around the fire by an unbroken 
ring of bugbears; there was no escape by running. The bugbear chief advanced on her, and she looked 
up nervously at him. "Look... if you let me go, | can... uh... tell you where a treasure is buried?" 


"Hurr, we're gonna bury some treasure all right." The bugbear unfastened his loincloth and let it fall to 
the ground, revealing an erect, hairy, dark orange cock. "| hear elves are good at this. Open yer mouth." 


"Oh no, I-l mean, I'm n-no good at t-that, I-" Sal babbled. She cut off in terror as the chief drew a long, 
rusty knife. 


"You better learn fast," he growled. "Get ta work." 


Swallowing, Sal walked forwards on her knees and took hold of the thing with trembling hands. She had 
done this for the Mistress... admittedly on a smaller, inanimate phallus... and she knew how it was done. 
But doing it like this, to a bugbear, while the rest of them watched... 


The chief turned his knife this way and that, making it glint in the firelight. Sal flinched, and then, 
reluctantly, brought her face to the organ and took a hesitant lick of the flared head. 


The taste was sour, almost gamy, and her face crinkled in disgust. Slowly, carefully, she began to lick 
her way down the shaft, one hand holding it tremulously by the tip. His mound was covered in dense fur, 
and when she started to reach the base, she wound up having to cough and spit out a bit of hair. Sal 
began to work her way back up, but a hand on her head stopped her, and then reached down to swing 
his sack forward. Unhappily, the half-elf put her lips to his balls and began to suck, drawing a pleased 
grunt from the bugbear chief. 


After working his sack for a time, she found her head pulled back by the hair and the tip of his cock 
presented to her lips. "Deep, now," the chief rumbled. 


Cheeks burning with humiliation, Sal opened her mouth wide for him. He pushed his member in with a 
sigh, taking hold of her head with both hands, and waited. 


She almost gagged on the thing; it didn't all fit inside, it was huge, and the hair tickled her mouth. 
Nevertheless she went to work on it with her tongue, sliding it over the veiny length of the bugbear cock. 
Her lips worked the shaft as she sucked, feeling a bit of arousal begin despite herself. 


"Definitely an elf," the chief gasped. "That's elf work, that is! More!" He pulled her head against his 
crotch. 


Nearly choking, Sal sucked him harder and more frantically, the grip on her hair painfully tight. All she 
could see was the coarse fur of his groin as he face-fucked her, driving his goblinoid cock down her 
throat with zest. Her bare breasts bobbed up and down as she worked, nipples erect, and her skin was 
flushed red in the firelight. A small wet spot had formed on the bottom front of her panties. 


"Just... like... that.... GRRRAWRI!" With a groan, the bugbear chief came. Sal choked and gagged as a 
torrent of thick, hot, gooey bugbear spunk gushed into her throat and mouth. She tried to pull back, but 
he held her head in place, and all she could do was swallow the salty, gamy stuff as he shot load after 
load. Finally he released her head, and she pulled away, the spent cock wobbling free of her gasping 
lips. A final spurt from it took her full in the face. 


"Not bad," the chief allowed. "Mebbe fat elves are the best kind." 


Sal just sat there on her knees, white cum standing out clearly on her bright red face, wanting to crawl 
under a rock. 


"All yours," the chief told the bugbear who had grabbed her. "Then the rest of yeh can have a go." 
The bugbear snorted in pleasure, then glanced down at Sal. "Hands an knees, elf." 


"Look, n-no, please," Sal whimpered. The bugbear started to pull a weapon, and she bowed her head. 
Silently, she bent herself and got onto all fours. 


"Don't break her in harf," said one of the spectators. "She's damn tiny." 


"A silver says he won't fit in 'er," said another. The bugbear next to him took the bet, and soon wagers 
were being placed. 


"If it don't fit at first, I'll just jam it in," said her captor complacently. "Mebbe make sure she's slippery 
first." He bent down, and patted her silk-covered ass, prodding the wet spot with one thumb. "Looks like 
she fancied the chief's tool." 


Sal's face, if possible, grew redder. 


The bugbear patted her again, and then with surprisingly deft fingers took hold of her pantywaist. With 
painful slowness he pulled them down, first exposing her pert rear, then her nether lips, and finally the 
fur above her labia. Trembling, Sal felt him run a thick finger along each of her outer lips. Tears started 
to come to her eyes. 


"Already a bit slippery," the bugbear said. "Could use more." He bent, and Sal gasped as she felt a long, 
pointed tongue slide along her clitoris. She closed her eyes, jaw clenching, and the tongue came again, 
and then again. Short gasps came from her lips as tears spilled down her cheeks. 


"Hrrrrum, good enough," the bugbear finally said, lifting his head. "She's slick and ready." He moved 
closer, and suddenly Sal felt the round tip of his penis press against her cuntal gates. The bugbear 
pushed forward, and she cried in frustrated tension as it pushed aside her labia and then stopped, 
unable to quite fit inside. 


"Spread yer legs wider, and hike yer smooth arse," the bugbear told her. "Easier it goes in, less | have ta 
jam it." 


Numb, broken, Sal tremblingly lowered her breasts and head to the ground. Spreading her legs apart 
further, she pushed her ass skyward in offering. A drop of her slickness dripped from her waiting snatch 
to fall upon the ground. 


Once again, the bugbear set his penis to her opening. "Ahh, that'll fit snug," he growled. His hairy hands 
grasped her by her thighs, and Sal braced herself as he started to push forward into her, heart racing as 
she surrendered herself to him. 


"SUCH EFFRONTRY'|" The forward motion stopped just shy of her entrance as every head in the 
encampment jerked up in shock. As Sal's dazed, flushed face swung up, her eyes widened. On the ridge 
above stood a terrifying sight; a demon, nude, wreathed in flame. Two great burning wings hung behind 
them, and it bore a weapon of some sort in one hand that blazed with fire. 


Her mouth opened to scream, and then reality set in and she realized that it was just Mask holding a 
flaming stick and draped in burning branches. 


"| AM THE DEMON ARGLEBLARGH, AND YOU WOULD DEPRIVE ME OF MY PREY!" Mask boomed. 
Her voice was unnaturally loud and awful, clearly being magnified somehow. "THIS HALF-ELF 
PERVERT HAS STOLEN FROM ME, AND | SHALL PUNISH HER! TREMBLE AS | CAUSE RATS TO 
APPEAR IN HER BOWELS!" 


She gestured at Sal, who stared dumbly at her before taking the hint. Falling over, she clawed at her 
stomach. "Oh gods, the rats! The horrible rats! Help me!" 


"W-we don't want no trouble!" the bugbear chief stammered. "We was jus having fun!" He pointed at 
Sal's captor. "It's HIS fault!" 


"| didn't do nothin’ yet!" whined the bugbear. "Please, not the rats!" 

"OH GODS THE RATS HAVE MEEEEERCY"" Sal yowled. Could they really be this gullible? 

"GIVE THE HALF-ELF THAT VASE, THAT | MIGHT PLACE HER INTERNAL ORGANS IN IT AS SHE 
WATCHES" Mask thundered. "THEN FORCE HER TO APPROACH ME, THAT | MIGHT AVENGE 
MYSELF UPON HER MODERATELY UGLY BODY!" 


"Please don't make me go!" Sal begged. "I'll fuck all of you, just don't give me to the demon, even if it 
slowly kills you all and eats your souls!" 


The vase was shoved into her hands. "Get the fuck out there before we kill you!" the chief screamed. 
Hobbling, panties down around her knees, Sal ran out into the night clutching the precious artwork. 


"YOU ARE SPARED THE WRATH OF ARGLEBLARGH... FOR NOW," Mask boomed ominously. Then 
as Sal darted past, she backed off the ridge, shrugged off the flaming framework, and ran after her. 


"H-how the fuck did you do that to your voice?" Sal gasped as they ran. "Why didn't that getup burn you? 
And where are your clothes?" 


"I'm a tiefling, idiot," Mask panted. "I can do a few tricks and | don't burn easily. | did get a little singed 
though." She winced. "As for my clothes, | used them to make the 'wings' and they would have caught 
fire if I'd left them on. Also not many demons wear frilly black servant dresses. Do you have any other 
stupid questions?" 


Sal just shook her head and ran. 


It took then several minutes to get back to the horses; thankfully, they heard no sounds of pursuit. 
Drawing to a halt, Sal caught her breath, hands on her knees. "Hey, Mask... thank you." 


"| was going to leave you, but the Mistress would have killed me if she'd tasted bugbear spunk the next 
time she put her tongue down your twat," Mask replied, a slight sneer on her face. "At least we got the 
vase." She paused. "Are you okay, Sal? | saw everything." 


"Y-you did?" Sal flushed. "I... yeah. I'm fine. You... you came just in time." 


"You've got some bugbear cum on your face." Mask leaned in, and brushed it away with her finger. 
"Messy." 


"| think he got some in my eye," Sal mumbled. 


"Let me see." Mask leaned forwards, looking. Sal's eyes met hers, and Mask swallowed. "I.. | don't see 
any... let me... just get.. a bit closer..." 


Their lips brushed together just as Mask's tail curled around Sal's thigh. Slowly, the two pressed against 
each other, eyes closing. Sal's heart raced as she gave a soft moan, Mask's thick, hard nipples grinding 
against her own smaller breasts, feeling the other woman's tailtip creep towards her wet, eager pussy... 


Then she dropped the vase in her aroused daze. 
Both women howled as one and frantically grabbed for it. It bounced from one hand to another as it 
tumbled, and finally came to stop just barely off the ground as the two women tumbled into a heap to 


grab it. 


"...we're getting on these horses and riding back to the coach and putting that vase on the stand," Mask 
finally said. "Right now." 


"Okay," Sal said meekly. 


KKK 


It was dark by the time they got to the outskirts of Scornubel, which was good, because they were both 
stark naked. 


Sal's cheeks burned as they cantered quickly through the mostly empty streets, causing an occasional 
doubletake or dropped crate when they came into a passerby's view. "Forget taking the horses back, 
we'll just drop them off near the coach," she called wretchedly to Mask. 


"Yes, please," Mask replied, glaring at a staring teenage boy. "Before half the city sees us." 
It took some time, and there was one incredibly awkward moment when they took a wrong turn and rode 


into the back of a midnight wedding procession, but eventually they reached the coach's lot, left the 
horses in the alley, and snuck shamefacedly into the undercarriage cavity for the ride home. 


Not fifteen minutes later the coach began to move. "Gods, we made it just in time," Mask muttered. "That 
was too close." 


"| thought we had more time," Sal said, somewhat shaken. "Good thing we didn't drop the horses off." 
She felt a touch on her thigh, and flinched. "Mask, is that you, or is it the rat?!?" 


The touch lifted. "Sorry," Mask said. "It has-" 

"...a mind of its own, yes, | know," Sal said grumpily. "You ought to tie it down or something." 

"| need it for balance," Mask said defensively. 

Sal sighed. She really didn't know what to think about the tiefling; if she was a friend, an enemy, or 
something else. It confused and stressed her, especially since she hadn't adequately worked out how 
she felt about the Mistress. Or about the whole sex slave thing. Or really about any part of her current 


life. 


"At least we got the damn vase again," she said. Then she frowned. "Mask, the tail? Can't you keep it off 
my privates for even three minutes?" 


"It's not on you, bitch. I've got it tucked under my leg," Mask snapped. 


Sal blinked, then squealed in disgust and flailed at her pubic mound. There was an angry squeak and 
something jumped away. 


"Ugh ugh ugh ugh ugh," Sal whimpered. "Gods damn it, why doesn't it bother you?" 

"Just lucky | guess," Mask said lazily. 

It was a long ride home for Sal. 

Eventually, though, the coach pulled in and was unloaded. As soon as the coast was clear, they 
scampered out, dashed to the storeroom, and fished new uniforms out of the stores. Pulling them on, 
they ran to the gallery and carefully, reverently placed the vase on the stand. Then they stood and 
admired their work. 


"Perfect!" Sal said proudly. "Exactly the same!" 


"Thank the gods," Mask agreed. "That was-" She froze, and then peered closer. Her eyes widened in 
dismay, and then she spun angrily on Sal. "You told me they were identical, you bitch!" 


"T-they are!" Sal protested. "Same size, same shape, same color, Lolth and Sehanine..." 


"The vase we broke had Lolth and Sehanine DANCING," Mask grated. A finger jabbed towards the 
vase. "As Mister Marstandel said, THAT IS NOT DANCING!" 


Sal looked closer, and her face slowly colored. "Does... does Lolth really have a penis?!?" 


"Usually not, no, but | guess the gnome potter felt otherwise," Mask said, sarcasm dripping from her 
voice. "And even if she did | doubt Sehanine Moonbow would let her bang her with it." 


"Maybe the Mistress won't notice," Sal said in a small voice. 


Mask just stared at her. Sal's shoulders slumped. "What do we do?" she asked the tiefling in a small 
voice. 


"Do? Nothing. The Mistress is getting home any second." Mask sighed. "We leave it on the stand and 
we wait and hope for the best. Maybe she won't notice for a few days, and won't be able to tell when it 
happened and who's fault it is." 

"Maybe," Sal said despondently. "Spiked dildos?" 

"Spiked dildos," Mask replied heavily. 

The two looked glumly at the vase, and then, without a word, trudged off to their rooms. 


KKK 


The Mistress strode briskly along the gallery, feeling rather pleased with herself. Things had gone well, 
and she was happy to be home to the comfort of her estate and her pets. Maybe she'd pour herself 
some wine, and then make Sal pant and beg for her in the adorable way the half-elf had. Teach her a 
new trick, perhaps... 


She stopped suddenly, frowned very slightly, and turned to examine a vase on the stand. Something 
wasn't quite... 


Her eyebrows very slowly raised. "Hmm." 
She thought about this for a second. 


"Definitely an improvement," she murmured to herself. Then, shrugging, she put it out of her mind and 
continued on. 


